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E who his Freedom cou'd, by Wit 


command, 


his Hand; _ 5 
Wich f Him, who Ocean might ha- 
> clean gone oer, | 


- L,v 
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| r 
And all the Hero-Prieſts, and Stoic Chiefs, 


Joyous in Troubles and auguſt in Grie z 
Sing we: What Breaſt held Smoke-Ey'd 7: reaſon pent, 


Heaving unripe, and labouring for a Vent? 


Has Rome yet any Parſon-Warriours drawn, 

To fight with Bible, and be brave in Lawn? 

Has ſhe e' er made em leave, in luckleſs Hour; 
The peaceful Pulpit for the warlike Tower? 

Throns are ill planted in the Breaſts of thoſe, 

4 Whoſe Heads are honour'd with the ſmiling Roſe! 


* Joby ng * + Capt. X-. 
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Bright in his Head, or Yellow in 


== Burt ſtay'd, to be tempeſted on the 
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Speak, Muſe! who Garret-bound, with me can'ſt trim 


That Death that Place ſhou'd breed, that bred ere-while 
| Sweet Ovid's Muſick and Lacretia's Smile! 


By leaving Offices are Great to grow, 


For our Theam's ſuch, might win ey nf! Plate's wit, | 


Oft have his Fingers with Heroick Span 
Graſp'd at the Spear, yet oftner at the Fan:: 
Deers he can hunt, thro? Places bright or dark, 

A covert Chamber or an open Park. - 
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Ne $55 Thing Go ELL 4 
*T'was the“ King Eb rant, and the Ei, 85 a a6, 1 
That * Royal Wanderer, Whoſe Beers crolt, { 
With Fingers oftneſt but warh Loſſes moſt; e 


Whoſe fancying Brain to Gold-Crowns murmurous 15 
Ev'n when in Pocket not a White One rings. 


Pare away Lines, till as thy ſelf they” re ſlim; 

Genius of Verſe! advance! with mer, Fire, 

Talk fromethe Strings ance upon yre. -o 
Leave Hampſtead. Walks, Where Lovers fin their Hours, 


For Mantuan Meadows, where they fall on Flow? rsz 


Leave Miſs Aurora ſimpering in the Dew, 


For Southern Sun-ſhine golden to the View; 
'There, mellowing Charm improve. upon the Gaze, 
And Heaven's ſweet Firę ſhines ſtrook upon the Face, 


much; for the Plot 
Open'd in England, tho? * Rome twas got. 


Yet there we muſt not tay 


Ye ſecond-ſighted Jimmians, who we, know, 
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Our Tunes attend! Nor yon the Sonnet fight, | 
Who fed from England, 15 1talia light. F = 


To fly to Pindus on a wetted Quill. 


Great K- can be Gentle or be Gruff, 


His Tongue takes Cities, and his Hands take Snuff; 1 


Hannibal, that black Biter, in Degree 
No more was, than on Maſtiff is a Flea. 
As for Us Naſſau, for our foreign Laws, 
Toil'd, fo great K—ly for th* Falian Cauſe. 
* "The Chevalier, + The Pope, * The Chevalier. _ 
4 Who was for ban bing all Poets fron the Commonwealth. 
Romanio 


* 


mio © 
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Romanio too, might grace the ableſt . 1577705 
The Wiſh of Women, as the Pride of «ip 05 | 
Some Years are run, ſince he was Scotia ſhown, na 

To ſeek our Ruin, and ſecure his own: , | the 5 15 
Eneas from flam'd Foy thought fir. to fly, | | 

In Cave ſo kind to make a AM; eine, 


The Sinners, known in different Times to, live, 


A fine Aſtoniſhment muſt ſurely give ! $54 
Yet leſs of Admiration could excite | I» | 
The pious Father than the ſcepter d Knight; 
They both left Heat for Cold; and to 55 6 

The Warriours This, but That the Women too: 
Jemmy came cloſe, nor on a Windmill-Height | 


Stood, like King Edward at the Creſy Fight. 


Now free he marches; Earth's his Empire grown, 


All the South Cities have by Turns his Throne. 


But how came we to touch a Theam fo high? 


”” prethee hark - I'll tell ye by and by: 


Old Iuleneſs from James's Park ſo gay, 
(Where Politicians doze away the Day) 


And Pond of Roſamond with gloomy Plats, 


(Where Sylvia's ſometimes drown, and ſometimes Cats) 
Hence, 1dleneſs in ragged Silks An 7 1 
(The Beau Monde being out o Town). gan flee; | 5 
I ftretch'd, and yawn'd, and conld'nt bear the e 
(Oh Induſtry thou Parent of Delight!). 
Unty'd my Shoe-Srings, and rety'd, and ſow'd 


I The Ground with Diſh-clouts, then the Harveſt mow ds 


Till Vanity pluck d up my Heart with Hook, 


5 (Which I, like Others, tor the Hearr-burn cook;) 


Then, a rous'd Ardor in my. Boſom grew, 
Earl Douglas ( hardy Highlander) ne'er knew; 
Chang d was I quick as Actreſs to the Sight, 55 


Ar Morn a Beggar, and a Queen e'er Night; 


I laugh d, like Ale, when ** Belinda's Breaſt 
Approv d' the Picture, nor the Painting gueſt; 


Mr. Alexander Po- .. * Mrs. Ara. Far- r. 
B 2 . 
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Or like the Lady, when her eaſy Eye 


Smil'd at the Lock, nor knew it grew ſo nigh : 


Vet buſtling laug h'd; as with his Seribes C ſhine, 
Unjuſt fang his Accounts for Lines. 

An AUTHOR having thus reſolv'd to be, 

I'd let my gentle Readers the Whole ſee; 

"Tis fit then we go back to th Plot's firſt Spring, 

To th' utmoſt to deſeribe and paint the Thing. 
Nigh that black Ditch, that is a bright Eſtate, 

* Lies a State, leſs, but happier than our Sate; 


Where Debtors thrive, while Trading Men grow poor, 1 
(Their Creditors have begged at their Door :) | 


Where Men leave Life, the better for to live, 
Giving up empty Creditors to grieve : 
There, Pirate Printers are at large to dent, 


That battening War us may the luſtier eat. 


Some Time ago, when Rome was all i intent 
To hear each Story from Britannia ſent; © - 


One o' theſe Authors firſt the News conveys, 
Our Iſland was a- float in Southern Seas, 


That we gave Dutchmen Herring-fiſhing Here, 
To catch imaginary Gudgeons There. 
Then, as our Stocks; their Hopes, or roſe or fell; 


At length, all tumbled, and then all was well. 


Kel— went ofer to tell em their Deſire; 
Their Eyes ſhone Pleaſure, and their Hearts beat Fire. 


+ Marelliot to Romanio; Oh for th' Hour 
© When I cropt Glories which your Enſigns bore! 
© Freſh bloffom'd they upon Dumblainiam Plain, 
T would damp a Coward to have ſeen the Slain! 


< This Arm was drench'd in Blood; this Sword o War 
* Sent Hundreds howling thro the darken d Air: 


* 11! ſhow too, that it's meaner in my Eyes, 


© To ſnatch the Vi&ry than purſue the Prize: 
E' re Scotch and Emgliſh like to one ſhall woo, - 
* Yon Bruns Head and Body ſhall be Two. 


 * TheFleet Priſon. 
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A SATIRE. 9 


© Britons, . ye've ſcorn'd him who ſhou'd be your R 
© And who moſt injures ye, ye ve honour'd moſt ; | 
© ] hope tis done, the Idiot Scene's no more, 

« Firſt ſwim, O England, in a Tide of Gore! 
Again, your Standard, Prince, ſhall wave like Fate, 
Nor will I reſt it, but at James's Gate. 


© Poland and Muſcovy our Friends are grown, 
And ſoon will Lewis have his Grandfire's Crown. 


* Still England by the Spaniſh Hearts is curs'd, 

© For their Fleet, treacherous thro? the Seas diſpers'd. 

Their very Prelates learn, deſpiſing Eaſe, 5 

From Book of Peace to be at War with Peace: 

© The Paper-fights have ſpread abroad like Clouds, 

Till wrangling. Parſons are the Sport of Crowds. 

© Rouſe then, my King! why Slaves have ſpurn'd ar you, 

© Slaves to your Scepter and your Temper too. 
The General ſpoke, and paus'd ; the Prince alert 

Anſwer'd with . ſo celeſtial girt, 

O my Marrelliot; dearer than my Sight! 

By Day my Pleaſure, as my Guard by Night! 

Here, take my Hand, and with it graſp my Heart; 

Thy King in Glory will perform his Part. 

© Once, after Dance, as I on Down was ſpread, 

Came young Ambition (who is dreſs'd in Red,) 


© Miſs Fame too bad us give up Joys and Jokes, 


And leave dull Happineſs for meaner Folks; 
© But as we hunt her, we muſt turn the Face, 
And ſeem to run quite different from the Race: 


Didn't young Philip, when the Moors he preſt, 
D Dreſs up Ambition in Religion's Velt ? 5 


Are not our Jeſuits into China led, 


Their Bibles, not their Benefits, to ſpread? 
Why, tho? Men Baſtards and Debauches own, 
 ©*Tis, Sir, a Scandal not on Fame to frown; 

| © So, ſtockin'd Leg of Lady none may ſpy, 


While naked Boſoms are expos'd to th'Eye. 
But tho we turn the Face, as Fame we track, 
Like mighty Ceſar we muſt ne'er look back; 


6 The PLoTTERS; 3 
Like Roms great 2 ueror as ye Fame purſue, 
Think nothing done While ought remains to do. 
ge {ure be cunning in th' Affair; hate Fame, 
< Yet, your Eye on it, and your Wiſh rhe ſame; 

„o, Who whore pioully, {till kneel at Ten, 

Pray in their Paint, but ſee their Heaven in Men. 
He ſpoke; the Courtiers ſtared ; it ſtun d the T _— 

To hear of Glory from ſo ſoft a Ton gue. . 0h 
Then Forſ—r 3 ; Vict'ry's now an eaſy Thing, me” 

© They've rob'd their Country, and revil'd their _ ! 

: From Orcades to Plymonth they are one, 

Deep buzing Tumults thro? the Countries run, 

5 Courting Commotions, they Sereneſs ſhun. 

© 'The Coblers go for Glory or for Gain, ä 

From mending Shoeſes to the Souls of Men ve” 5 

© Th' ambitious ander Taylor flies of late | 

* From botching Waltcoats, to repair the Slate. 

* The South-Sea Fall has rais 'd their Rage; nor lie 

© 'Their Purſes lower than their Paſſions — 9 

Do not the Lad—s (as in Charles's Day) 

Direct the Monarch, and his Sceptre {way ? 

© Have not th* Annuitants (oh Paper-skull d = 

© Been, tor their Friendſhip to em, ſweetly gull'd ? 

© Don't ſtanding Armies on the People gorge ? 

In Ja— they bore not what they bear in Geo — ! 

© What if 7a— did, the Nation was his own, 

Put up the Images and the Bibles down ? 

Nor Saint nor Bibles Bru— will regard, 

Nor Vice he Il puniſh, nor Deſert owed; 

How many Arians over-run the Land, 

© Thoſe Friends of Tart rus, and the Dee!'s Right Hand; 

What Honour to the pale-tac'd CJ — is given, 

© Who Hleaven combats with the Book of Heayv'n, 

Shall we, like Harc—t, own oppreſſive Pow'rs, 

A Cauſe more ſtrong, not honeſter than Qurs? 

* Trembling uncertain in his Hope and Fear, 

© Long ſtcod he, Paſtime o the in Air; 
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Then turns a Whig; (Oh hard to do amiſs! ) © He 
© Green-Sickneſs S — has a Soul like his. 


Not * He could grace him, who a Grace cou'd force 
A On Piercie's Hounds, and on the Douglas Horſe 
Who made th' old rugged Snagler, without Hoſe 

At Rome, ſtrut buskin'd Here, and pleaſe the Beaux: 8. 
” © Har— would make his Panegyrick reel; | 
And ſhake his Art — tho fortify d Wich Steel. 


* Riſe we! our Country calls! Pu Wounds enguire. | 


With Pleaſure, if my Wounds my Country cure. 


© How oft the Mhigiſo Mob I've made to pauſe, 


— 
2 
5 &-4- ©. 


proud in ſtout Oaks, yet prouder in the Cauſe} 


© How oft has Albion's Senate, letter d Throng, 

© Catch'd at my Voice, and on the Muſick hung! 93 
The Hero ſpoke: as from Molian Shore, 

Aparctias boiſtrous bids his Belloes rore, 

Whelms with his Breath, and frightens with his Voice 

While th' Adriatick capers to the Skies; 

So he, high publiſhing his every Word, 


| Beat on the Winds that whiſtled at his Sword. 


Ormondio mus 'd, offended at his e 
(Self Praiſe can never any one avail : 
© Ive known (ſaid he) ſome Generals us'd to fight 
With Pen, not Sword; and not to Rule but Write. 
© Say you, the Senate will your Rhet'rick grant, 

* (Where all have Wit, but they who chance to want) 
© Their Honours to thy Sermons told the Clock, _ 
© Rub'd drowzy Ears, and yawn'd away thy Talk; 
© For their poor Ears, inſtead of Thee, they cruſh'd, 
They paid for All, and for their Follies bluſh'd. 
I name no Body, he who's Guilty, take 
What I aver, upon his own dear Neck. 

Forſ— ſate ſmiling ſtill, nor once did wince, 
Tho' this was a hard Rub upon the Shins ; 
But he has Iron Legs, &er ſince the Day 
He got from Newgate with a golden We 


* The late Mr. Addiſon, N 


. Porr EN; 


HBleſt Privy! For he empty d not, may ſeem, 


Himſelf of Ordure, but the Jail of Him; 


Bleſt Wine he drank too, that could lead his Mind 


To caſt a Clay Key of ſo true a Kind ! 

Agen, the Chevalier, and all his Friends, 
Agree by him to bring about their Ends; 
Pat they lack d, for they'd have ſure Relief 
From ſuch a Chaplain and from ſuch a Chief. 
Nothing but theſe two will before em bear, 
For — by Fights and Pat — by his Prayer. 

Thus, King and Generals mutually engage, 


To puſh for Honour on the duſty Stage. 


LOVE and War box, when in the King they meet, 
Where Love (tho? tendereſt ) often wins the Heat; 
But now the blind Boy can't the King delight, 


Who, blind, robs Kings and Emperors of their Sight ; . 


Tin Clementina comes, then each kind Charm 


Bled in his Cheeks, and in his Breaſt beat warm; 
With eaſy Air he led his Love along, 


While Muſick melting ſoften'd from her Tongue ; ; 
His Smiles gave Smiles; her pretty Pain ran o'er, 
Sweet as her Boſom or the Flowers it bore. 


When lo! ſad Sounds were brought! The Nurſe had let 


'The * young Prince fall, too {light and careleſs ſet, 
Fall at a Window high : The Babe ſo hurt, 
Scatter'd his Lamentation thro' the Court. 

Sweet was the Boy as ever Swain was {weet, 

'The Lilley's Coolnel with the Roſe's Heat ; 

Soft glittering in his Eyes an eaſy Star 


Pluck'd from the Heaven of his Mother ale. 


The Sire diſcharg'd the Nurſe, the Mother ſoon 
Sunk ſilent fading to a gentle Swoon, 
The Corals dropt from her enamet'd Cheek, 
And in her Eyes the heavy Gems fell ſick. 


* This ts related as found i in the Poſt-Boy, and other Papers. 
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3 'Then all ſtand round her, with lamenting Voice, 
Some afford Hartſhorn, and ſome only Cries. 

Z When theſe avail'd not; Bulin—k bethought 
To wake her, by ſome Love-Lines he had brought; 
| (It was the Letter that Romanio ſent + 
From Scotia, mong the Snows and Whirlwinds pent) 
The King who Iſland Crowns as yet diſdains, 

© To the fair Princeſs on Polonia's Plains; ---- 
My Lords adviſe me Love; with Love I dye, 
But ſure ſuch Deaths make Paradice's Joy ! 

I Life I like, it is my Dear to pleaſe, 

And if ſhe ſlights me I can dye with Eaſe; 
Dying for Heav'n; the Moth, heroick Spright, 

; © Flutters away its little Life in Light, 

© Pil turn Knight-Errant for ſo ſweet a Roſe, 
And goa Courting firſt to bloody Blows; 
Men us'd to bruiſe their Bones; Til bid the Crew 
- © Threſh me to Mummery to ſoften You. 

- © Thrice on a Peach I've cut my Poliſh Dove, 
And then fed eager on the Laſs I love; 5 
Cut to thy NAME both Trees and Legs are ſore, 

They're like my Heart where it was hewn before. 
II Love'sa Frolick in the merry Breaſt, ; 
Aid me ſome Pow'r that can deſtroy the Jeſt! 
My Prayers purſue my Beads; they downwards move; 
- © Ev'n Becket's Relicts do not live in Love. 
Jet I have hope; Perfumes I've raiſed in Perth, 
From a Drug uſeleſs, to exalted Worth; 
_ © You've made the Milliners you near came near, 
And your ſweet Name is as their Powder's dear. 
With Cares you cannot ſay my Scepter's ſwell'd, 
Dor know you have it, even while tis held. 
© Ti Engliſh are firm, nor know to turn or range, 
© (Unlels the ſame firſt Fickleneſs is Change) 
* There's Cits fo rich they Dukedoms might ha” bought, 
Dukes with great Eſtates not worth a Groat: 
O xen could ſpend each Hour in State-Affair, 
Let not an Hour from private-Intereſt ſpare; 


* 


There 


10 The PLOTTERS; 

* There's Bullswhoſeſelf-ſame Voice could Laws diſpence, 
* And licking Heifer loll away their Sence ; | 

© For Laws and LATER from the ſame proceed, 
And Gods and Pottage from Egyptian Weed. 

VJou ſhall, illuſtrious, rule thoſe Realms and more, 
Without er going to the diſtant Shore. 
I've done: Yet firſt, as uſual tis, O FAIR, 
© 111 ſend you word, Who, How, and what you are: 
© Your Look, like Sol, makes Maids their Fairneſs ſoon 
© To loſe, and Men their Reaſon like the Moor. 
© (a) When in your Stays the little We ts goes, 

Jour Wit can cheat him of his Shafts and Bows. 
(Gh) Your Heart's x Toy-ſhop, if the Lodgings let, 
© With Scarves and Ribbons I a Room will get; 
(c) And in Return, I'll fear my pretty Friend; 
© Tho' when my Heaven's upon me, I ſhall bend : 
(a) Then ſhall in Sighs, Winds anſwer to my Sighs, 
And to my Pain Brooks murmur in Replies. 
(e) Your Eyes are Icy-Burning-Glaſles too, 
And, with the Light, my Flying-Ball flies thro”. 

© I nowſhould end; But &er I do, permit 
© My Pen to ſpeak what will my Humour fit, 

7 A Coy as Kind let my Adored prove, 

* And her Eyes becken what her Hands remove; 

Hard be her Heart, but in her Face the Dove, 

And mix ſhe Shyneſs with alacrious Love; _ 

For Man's falſe Love with Fickleneſs is fill'd, 

© Produc'd by Hatred, tis by Kindneſs kill'd; 

© It's Food is Jealouſy, its Drink Deſpair, 

© Dies if not pain'd, and lives but in its Care. 
Nothing can Nymphs with Spirits ſo inſpire, 

As che {oft Pantings of an amorous Fire, 


SO © In Imitation of Prior. 
(b) Of Pope, in his 9 of the Lock. 5 | 
05 Of Waller, (a) Of Rows. (e) Of Cowley. 


Her 
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Her Charms reviving a new Beauty took, 
The dawning Glories danc'd it in her Look: 
Then the King's Heart ſwell'd elevate with Joy, 
And what enerv'd his Heart, adorn'd his Eye: 
They All embracing, while the Flutes ſo fair 
Melted melodious thro” the ſoftned Air. 

The Queen and Gaiety are ſo divine, 
Romano looſens from his vait Deſign; 
He likes Serenity much more than Shields, 
And leſs loves Labour than the flowery Fields ; 
The Bee on Bough, the Bird upon the Plain, 
Breathe thro' his Breaſt, and play upon his Brain; 
Not Philips could to Pleaſure be more ripe, 
When he ſang Paſtorals thro? a languid Pipe: 
Still with the Sun the King in Warmth will ſhine, 
Nor with North-Winds for any Crowns combine. 
The Ladies now go ſip ſerenely Tea, f 
And as their Liquor they themſelves are Gay. 
A little Scandal ſweetens up the Drink, 
And as their Joys ariſe, their Neighbours fink. 
More livening Liquors which the Warriours quaff, 
Bluſh in the Glaſs or in the Tankard laugh; 
The Nantzian-Wet, with Fruit-Heſperian one 
Gives Songs for Sighs, and Merriment tor Moan. 
When lol fierce Mackintoſh, who heard that now 
They'd not to Wars, but to Diverſions bow, 
Came panting, breathleſs ; his Club's mighty Length 
Like Ida waving with the Whirlwind's Strength, 
Ruin he threaten'd | and deſtructive broke X 
Unnumber'd Glaſſes ſhrieking at the Stroke; 
Pots, Tubs, and Tankards widen on the Sight; 
Gay in Confuſion and Deſtruction bright! 
Ah precious Nothings! muſt ye fall and die ? 
The gliſtering Favourites and the glaſſy Sky? 
Thoſe Toys that win the Woman's Heart to rove, 
(For Toys win Toys as Squires and Beagles love ; ) 
'Tho' Beauty's Force exceeds the Pow'r of Arms, 
Muſt yield and fade in all their Blaze of Charms. 
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3 K — and N— , when Words ran high, 
| Much more genteely toſt about the Lye. 
What? (ſaid the General) do you backwards go? 
© I've heard of idle Poets have done ſo ; 7 
The Dean (who'd afford no Church his Note) 
Mended the Mother, and the Britton wrote, 
But he (ſo retrograde his Pen appears,) 
Slept in the Warriour, and was bright in Tears. 
But tis a Shame for Kings to fall from Heavn, 
And leave us thus, who to your Cauſe were given. 
I fear'd your Spirits fince in Preſton Street, 
Jou cry d, Surrendry! We the Whigs will meet! 
| Since, your Heart's melted at the Houſes Flame, 
And all but Highlanders look d diſmal tame. 
* Was it for this that we were bo unden led 
© Slaves, while the Arms of Envy were diſpread ; 
© Mourning, we trod it, thro' the gazing Crowds, 
© That threw up Brus Glory to the Clouds. 
Was it for this we underwent a Jail, 
© And felt hard Iron on our Ancles frail ? 
© For thee tore I the Fetters from my Feet, 
© And drove to th' Jail- Door in a vengeful Heat; 
© The Keepers thronged the Gate (while Soldiers guard) 
Mine Irons I brandifh'd with theſe Nerves ſo hard; 
«© Striking around, and dreadful in my Rage, 
_ © drove triumphant o're the bleeding Stage; 
© Some of your Friends I crowded thro' the Gates, 
| While others ſtruggled by their Wits from Fate. 
| Then 'twas ill Fortune all; but now a Turn 
© Were eaſy, would ye with Ambition burn; 
Ambition, that the very Gods can pleaſe ; 
O pleaſant Labour! Oh uneaſy Eaſe! 
© Oh the dear Battle! when ſhall I again 
* Hunt the lov'd Honour on the bleeding Plain? 
Thus ſpoke the boiſtfrous Mackintoſh, and then 
The Fair Sobies anſwer' d him again; 
e Mackintoſh, true, it may be good to gain 
Dominion o're a fine and beauteous Plain; 
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© But better with Halians to tend Flocks, 
Than rule ſupremeſt with the Bears and Rocks; 


© For me, but give me Gods yon Grove ſo gay, 
© And ſhe who will, oer ſavage Ifles may ſway, 


© You ſay here Scipio had his Houſe alone, 


© And moſt divinely in a Shadow ſhone : 
© Lucretia's Blood here waſh'd away the Slur, 
5 Graſping the Dagger as Tarquinius her: 


Perhaps her Blood this little Herb might rear, | 
| © Sweet as her Soul and as her Features fair; 


© At Sabine, well might. Cato his each Hour 
* Spend piouſly, when Heav'n's in every Flower: 


Well did Æneas rather, for ſuch Scenes 


© Meet Turnus yonder, than at Carthage Queens. 
© Here well might Maro and his honour'd King, 
© So ſoftly govern and ſo ſweetly ſing. 
Ne er venture thee, my Dear, in Exgliſb Iſle, 
© 'They bow, to ruin, and to ſlaughter, ſmile. 

© Has't not enough their Treachery beheld ? 


_ © Expell'd thy Parents, and thy Grandſires kill'd. 


All Things we have if we our ſelves enjoy, 
© Can bask in Streams, and on the Turfs can toy; 


© A Crown's a Trifle to Romanio's Arms, 


With Thee a Cottage would have eaſy Charms. 
THUS ſpoke the Queen : But Mackintoſh ſevere 1 


Thunder'd freſh Glory in Romanio's Ear: 


Romanio heard; and pauz'd ; and from a Bed 
By gradual Movements diſengag'd his Head ; 
Dubious, his Breaſt was torn ; th' unſettled Thought 


Work'd in his Soul, and in his Aſpect wrought : 


Now he prefers fair Happineſs and Eaſe ; 
Now War and Fame, and Toil and Glory pleaſe. 


But Borlam was mean Time alert to move 


His Mind, Ambition and Renown to love; 


Calling dull Happineſs a trifling Thing, 
Nothing but Fame was fitting tor a King ; 


None 
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None will take Eaſe and Quiet but a Sot, 
Where broken Legs and Honour can be got. 
Then Bullingbrook reply d; againſt Fame he, 
At leaſt he ſo pretended then to be: 45 
© *Tis Fame alone above vile Fame to riſe; 
©*Tis only glorious Glories to deſpiſe; _ 
© The redded Tapp'ſtry, with a Crimſon ſpread, 
Has nothing in it that is like to Red. 
Have little Honour if you'd Honours get; 
For he'll be Higheſt who can Loweſt ſet; 
© So, Objects Tops, upmoſt to us to ſeem, 
© Down to the Bottom of our Eye muſt ſwim. 
© Moſt Fame thoſe Doctors have who murder moſt; 
_ © 'Thoſe Courtiers who the ſofteſt Flattery boaſt; 
That King whoſe Vict'ries ſlay moſt Wealth and Youth; 
That Prieſt who artfulleſt can puzzle Truth 
d be like Mountebanks, if Fame I wood, 
© Who cuts not Corns ur for his Country's good; 
© Sprung unilluſtrious from a moſly Ditch, 
© He for the Welfare of the Poor grows Rich; 

He ſpeaks, bleeds, walks not, for his own poor Wealth; 
But kills and purges for the Nation's Health; 
The more his Men are Fools, the more they ſhare ; 

© And Merry-Andrew is his Grand-Vizier : 

© To other Courtiers who Eſtate wou'd rake, . 
Said play the Fool but for the Publick's Sake. 
Who wait on Fame, a fickle Miſtreſs own, | 

And like Fack-Pudding muſt pleaſe All or None: 

© If Miſers are deſpis'd, as Droſs's Tools, 

© The Famous ſaid, as they're the People's Fools, 

© Copper buys Ale and Broath (egregious Fare) 

© Preferments take our Eaſe and give us Care. 

The Famous, Quiet, and een Fame muſt ſhun z 

© Cato acquir'd it as he from it run 1 5 

© What &er in Circles move, ſtill tend and move 

© To fly off from the Centre that they love. 

© Oh Fame! ſure Heav'n that loves we bleſs'd ſhou'd be, 

Deſign'd Thee ſomething We were form'd to flee 1 

. But 


A SATIRE. 15 
But ſome ill eas, in an envious Mood, | 
© Cheated our Sight and painted Thee for Good! 
Thus oft he'd idly ſpeak, yet thought not ſo; 

Frequent himſelf worſe than he was he'd ſhow ; 
As we've ſome Nymphs in Paint their Beauties wear, 
Making 'em ugly with a courtly Care. 
Mackintoſh heard, it cut upon his Heart, 
Their Softneſs pierces deeper than a Dart; 
The Lightning Flaſhes darted from his Eyes, 
Till, (ſmoothing his Reſentment,) he replies: 

: "Tis well, purſue thy Womaniſh vile Eaſe; 
© Melt thy tame Moments on a Miſs's Knees ; 
© Tis thine own Trade; in England it was thus, 
© You turn'd the Cock—t to a Baw—y Houſe : 

Lay not your Love Bills with the Bills of State, 

As Laſſes in the Council Seat have fate : 
While Puffendorf and Grotius, Lay Divines, 
* < Slept, unmoleſted as Tibaldo's Lines. 
How you engag'd the Mother and the Girl, 
'; © You'd kiſs their Lap Dogs and their Fans would furl! 
How you was taken in an amorous Shade, 
Defiling Sylvia that delightful Maid! 
Great Man! whoſe Fingers could at once command 
A State Memorial and a Lady's Hand ! 
© Had you but ta'en the neceſſary Care, 
© In Scotia we had carry'd on the War. | 
© But you in Czlia's tempting Charms lay cloſe, 
© While we were combating with Ice and Snows. 
© Oh I cou'd rend my Locks! that idle Eaſe 
© So bright a Mortal ſhould ſo baſely pleaſe! 
Awake the Drums! and bid the Trumpets ſpeak ! 


* 'Thro' crimſon Oceans I could Glory ſeek ! 


Not the fam'd Doctor, when at Chil? s he beat 
The Bookſeller, to any fiercer Heat 
Could riſe, than Mackintoſbs Eyes declar'd ; 
Swoln was his Boſom, and his Sword up-rear 42 
But moſt his Mind did that Opinion blame, 

To zo Honoari, Je muſt ſtoop to > Shame 
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As Hal) down a darkſom Well muſt lie, 
To keep up his Acquaintance with the Sky. - 


Mean time, Romanio on an eaſy Chair, 
Nodded off Grief, and ſnor'd away his Care: 
The Flowery Arborets adorn'd his Dreams, 
The piping Shepherds and enamel'd Streams. 
Then raiſing chearful his alacrious Head, 

He lean'd upon his Love, and ſoftly ſaid, 
Shall I this Tah for Mountains leave? 
O take me, Pleaſure, to the Shades of Eye! 
© I'll lay my Charmer in the flowery Shade, 
And her Lips cover with this happy Head. 
One ſweeteſt Night (the Sweetneſs paſt I grieve) 
© When little Nightingales with Songs deceive ; 
© When Fairies dance away, on Dews, their Hours, 
Trip thro' the Zephyrs, and revive the Flowers, 
I walk'd beſide a Brook, and ſpy'd where lay 
The Clothes of Laſſes frolickſome and gay; 
| © Who in the Streamlet, ſhelter'd by the Trees, 

MH © Embath'd their Beauties in the nectarous Breeze; 
8 © Some on the Bank, like twinkling Stars, were ſer, 
© While ſome play'd ſportive in the wanton Wet; 

© Others with Roſes ſtrew'd the Floating clear, 
Or ſwam to catch 'em thro' the Liquid Fair; 

© While I lay skulking, with ſerene Delight, 

Fed on your Actions and enjoy'd the Sight. 

This Love made Borlam mad; his Breaſt een boil'd ; 

Like Bear, by Violence, of her Whelps deſpoil'd. | 

He ſwore he'd to St. James's inſtant go, 

And your whole Scheme diſcover to the Foe. 

This ſtartled the Confederates ; One for Wars 
Declares, and One the Thoughts of Fights abhors ; 
But, in the Difference, all agree to This . 

To call a Council, cou'd not be amiſs. 

There, each according to his Rank takes Place, 

And each his Breaſt has Freedom to unlace. 


* Borlam, or Mackintoſh, _ 


In Pers nage, tho becom ing was his Face; 


- 1 * ＋ 
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His Grace the Duke Marreſliot had narGirate. 15 


He took the firſt Seat, to prevent all 3 
Grown to a General from a Senator; 
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For tho' his Back down to the Earth wou d move; 5 


His Spirit reaches to the Skies above; | 
Yer *ris well known he. beſt loves Houſe Alarms " 
Ev'n his Pen bartles better than his Arms. 


In Scotia he had Office without Skill, 


Becauſe the Laird and Cline were at bi Wu: J 


At Dumblain he the cauſeleſs Fight begun, 


And ran away when he the Field had won; 0 o 


 Wightman's Dragoons ſtood ſingly after Fight, 


His Army paſt and bid 'em all e bY 


When Secretary Chief he beſt was ſeen, _ 
A writing Stateſman to a fighting Queen. 
Jo Ge— he offer d his obſequious Love, 


But Love grows Hatred where it mayn't 1 815 


His Vows to Geo he gave, but Vows are ape 
When Fame and Glory ſo divine ſtand near. 

His late Queen's Favours ſo his Soul convinee, ; | 
He'll bear no Slightings from a German — 


To Geo- his Letter he wou'd fain recall, 
For great his Heart 1 is, as his Stature ſmall. 


NEXT 145 as -hs was once a wk 
Soft, Words fall faſt from him, as Hail in Storms; 


To All he promiſes, to None perform. 
Some Tempers are too bad, too good is his, 
As careleſs of his Gold as Promiſes. 


A Whig he was, and is, but won alas 
By Har——, Twenty Thouſand, and a Place 


For tho? (tis ſtrange yet is it known to All ) 


Large his Eſtate was, yet his Wealth was {mall.” 


In William's Chariot he'd for ever ſwing, 


The Engliſh Favourite of the Gran King; We 


| But now, nor Windows, nor his Health will break * 


: So, 
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So, how he lov'd the Orange King ſo well, 
To hate his Succsſſor Wè none can tel! 
|  Roches — knows it beſt: The Duke deſi — A 
To meet the King at Guilford, where he din d, 
And ask his Clemency; But Roche — 
Knew his on Caſe too well to have him Here, 
So ſent th' unthinking Duke that Night away, E 
To hunt new Countries on the boundleſs Sea. | 
More Love to others: than himſelf he'll ſhow; 
The Nation's Darling is his own bad Foe ; 
Or here or there he's turn d by Tongues of Skill, 
And eaſy Accents melt him to their Will. | 
Not ſo 5 wav'd his Sword, when Bugland 8 Chich, . 
As his Heart flutters to Delight or Grief; 
His Gries too are improv'd; as he has here 
His loving Conſort and his Daughters Foe TT 
His Perſon next great Bullin—— will — Do: 
Saint i in his Name, I hope, in Nature too - !: 
Half of his Head was to the Stateſman tarn'd,: 
And half with Claret and Debauches burn'd «+ 
One Hand held Parchments; and in one a Maid 
if Her Charms diffuſive on his Snuff-Box laid. 
; Ihe ſelbſame Eye can with 4 Fleaſure view 
| A Declaration or a Billet- Deux. 
| When half the Night he has — 3 
He'll wake at Morning to Affairs of State. 
| Once mertily/to' Greenwich-Park'he went, 
8 'To- hunt two naked Does by Sight and Scent; 
| Night *thro* the Dew-drops' ſcattering her Rays, 
(If Night can be where:/Eady-Beauries blaze) 
| 'The leſs their Ornaments, the more their Charms, 
| And Nakedneſs could better wound tlian Arms; 
[ Yet ( thinking they were found out)!all- faſt dev, Þ 
Dnarm'd the Vanquifh'd andthe Victor too. 
As Atreu human Was, like Deer arrayd, 
So theſe were Deers like Any Humans clad. 
Next, Fyrſ—r ſute; TV Engliſh: n nt WY 
He from his Worth for way Tas Was ſent; ge 7 
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Sevn Thouſand Pounds a Year he there pot, 
Yet that too little for his ample Breaſt. 
Chief he was choſe, as he had Intereſt chore,” 
His Tenants numerous as his Paſtures fair. - 
But he was firſt to puſh'Surrendry on, 
When Preſton in rebellious Blazes none: 
Tho' Macintoſþ upon him drew his Sword, 
And the Scots. eurſt him for his Breach of Word. 
Soon after, Murruy in his Chamber meets 
Him, and with Bullets from his Piſtol greets} / 
But Patt -M ſtrook the Tube from off its Bent, 
The Globelet Errant thro” the Wainſcot went. 
Surrendry he proclaim'd, and ſtopt the Creſt; 
Conqueſt and Lawrel to the Georgian Breaſt, . 
Led Hand- cuff'd, at St. Albans he was ſick, 
Thro' the damp Corner, or a Torkſhire Trick. 
In Newgate, he the Goaler won with Wine, 
And form'd à Clay-Key that the Lock could twine. 
Some ſay, Ten Thouſand Pounds his Chains unlac'd; 
For, for Three Hours a Coach ſtood ready dad 
The Goaler holding up his Hand for Life, 
Said Forſ—'s Wit Was ſharper than à Knife. 
Then Macintoſh: In Scottiſh Fields he FW 
(There a great” ane) each Year Eight Hundred Pound, 
With a rich Seat, call'd Borlam-Caſtle, old, Tf 
But could at need a Thouſand Soldiers hold. 
| Moſt of his Life was given up to Wars, 
Whence he had brought ſome honourable Scars. 


Lis ſaid, he was the only valiant „ 5 


That for Romauio and his Party preſt. 
In Newgate, he his Fetters broke, and bore 
Slaughter and Havock thro" the en Door. 


Beſides theſe, many en proſe were, 
Who wiſh'd the King and his Proceedings fair. 
Much Time they waſted; many Words they - 
And each his ableſt Propoſitions lent. 


D 2 | Twelwe 


Inſtead of Crooks there is the pointed Spear: 


One new to murther, one unskill'd to ſlay. 


Not Bet i in Splendour, but in Beauty great; 
Hither the Four-Crown'd King ſometimes repairs, 
. Solirude, and oy Cares? F 


W prorrzns; 
Twelve Months are gone, more haſten on to ung 


Still they diſſent, nor ever can be one. 


In vain would Philip take their Cauſe in Hand, "m 


Bing did his Buſineſs on ' Meſſina's Sand. 


In vain is Polaud call'd their War to wage, 


There's now a Monarch would for Geo. * 5 
As much in vain, they d arm them with the Gear, 177 


Wrapt in tlie Violence of an Eaſtern War. 
No Dawn of Sun- ſhine open'd to the Vie, 
And ſtill Months haſtned, and the Seaſons flew. 


At length, they Il try great Orlean, Duke ance more, 


And a rich 3 undertake the Tour. 
He repreſents the Caſe; and a Liſt ſhows, _ + 
The Chief of thoſe wha were Great Geo Foes, 
"Tis ſaid, the Regent took the Liſt, and ſent | 


It o'er the Ocean, to the Y/higs Content. 


Great Geo s Stateſmen this Account = 


: With Joy and Sorrow; they with Pleaſure grieye; 


Griev'd that to Miſery they muſt Brittons- ſend, 
And joy'd the Regent was fo firm a Friend. 


By fair Auguſta? 8 Walls, a Park there lies, 
Where roſy Zephyr thro! the Morning flies; 


Where Vizgh-Stars i in Circles ſhine at Night, 
Scattering a Zodiac thro' the fainting Light; 


Pleas'd, the Nymphs ſuck up the tranſcendent Duſt, 
For tho? all follow yet they all ride firſt; _ 

There Red- coat Deers upon the Paſture feed, 
Deers, without Horns, but ſuch as Wives can breed; 
The Shepherds Tents have an unuſual Air, 


Yer Innocent alike they well agree, 


Beyond this Park, there is a Palace ſer, 


Nor 
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Nor more his Mind with England's Good is weigh d, 

Than his Heart eas d with the delightful Shade. 
But now the Stateſmen, with the Royal Soy _ 

Freight with Uneaſineſs, the Palace won. 


Alſſembled in the Council-Room, they read 


The Papers left em by the Treqſurer dead; 

Theſe evidenced a Plot; yet more they knew 

As Kel—y's Letters to the Light they drew ; 

Had none been loſt, plain were the Plot to Sight; 

Clear as the Day, tho'. Black as is the Night, 

This being over, now to ſcan they went 

The Liſt of Names, as it from France was ſent : 

The firſt Star Roch vs appear'd to Sight, 

Like Venus glittering as alive at Night; 

He graced the Front, not Blut could gaudier ſhine, 

When South-Sea Hundreds were arriv'd at Nine. 

Wi—n, and Swa— and Sher— were the next, 

And — the Day-Labourer at his Text. 

Then Or—, and Spin—— and Ale — ſhone, 

Like Phil, when Lede to Mauritane was gone. 

With : So furious to excite a War; 

Long liv'd he at St. James's, and yet ſome 

But lately knew him wedded to old Rome. 

So he who 'Teleſcopes ſold all his Life, 

Has but late ſpy'd the Frolicks of his Wife, 

© Frequent Cabals at Roch is were held, 
Let none the Secrets of thoſe Meetings ſmell'd; 


* S—mpleand K Ih the chief Agents were, 


To go to Rome and the Deſigns prepare: 

T is ſaid, that Roch v did oft command 
Collected Monies to Romanio's Hand. 

Rel, with Lady B— now forſook 
Auguſta's City for the Tiber Brook; 1 
But e er they launch d their Goods upon the Sea, 
They're ſeiz d, and brought by Meſſengers away, 
Strait to a ſtrong Confinement they are led, 
Jet only Kel.— in Confinement ſtay d. 
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A Place there is (Where Waves ſurround Fart Fire)” 
Noble as Dreadful; and as Bright as Dire; 


Whence Money comes, which well may powerful be, 


Since him it carries who can Kings ſet free; 1 
But then tis ſtrange it ſhou'd give Earth ſuch Pains, £ 


Since he's upon it who the Earth ſuſtains: © 


Each Noble, who the King of Realms diſpures, . 
Goes there to live among the Kings of — 2 wt 17. 
The Keys in Newgare being ſlippery on b T 


Where, for Gold, Friendſhip is to raytors ſhown, 


The Captain K Ih to th" aforeſaid Place 
Was honourably carry d in Diſgracde. 
Howe ler, his Papers, e'er he hither came, | 


Veaniſh'd illuſive in concealing Flame. 


To raiſe the Vapours now began-old Nl: 
In Women and in Fountains, out o Spitht; . 
For thoſe two Things a Likeneſs ſtill expreſs, - © 
Whoſe Excellence is their Unſettledneſs, 
Kel— look't fad; "Hed move with his beſt Worth, 


The Pow'rs of Heaven as he leaves the Earth, 


* Great God of Heaven! aſſiſt me in my — 
Eleven Leſſer 1 will free forego! | 
No more wilt laſh Virtue from my Skin, 


skip to che Scourge, or dance away my In. 


Save me! and Purgatory T'll defy, 
a = melt me down into . 
Fil not (my Fires ſhall only be o Wood) 


p Shine off my Crimes, or glitter into Good, 


© Let Alberoni, that religious Lyer, 
Sweat to grow. Clean, and take a Purge of Fire. 


© What? am I hard as Silver to my Shame, 


© That I ſhou'd need for my refinement Flame, 
© Yet wherefore quake I thus? This Yarn that's here, 
Mended the Stockin of St Ages dear! 

* Beſides, for Ei ghty Pounds, of generous Rome, 
© I bought off Crimes for many Years to come, 
Thus with Soliloquy the Winds he feeds, 

And Prayers repeated drop away in Beads. 


| Tho 
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” 'Tho' rais Aby Wars, he can't by buen get free, . 


Hisfierce.Tradz heightening his Calamity; yyy 
- So, that fam'd Door, who by Cures grows Rich, ; 


Can't cure his Conſort of an amorous Itch, & 
But finds in Wealth (tho it his Boſom g galls) : 


The more he riſes, ſhe the oftner fall 


But lo! an Animal now creeps along, 
Legs and Arms help him, till he finds his Tongue. 
8 Sweet, Sir, be ſilent; I by Stealth am here; | 
My Friend will aid you, for he loves you dear, 


| © Not far he does from that good Hall refide, 


Where petty Quarrels Juſtices decide; 


At Ale-houſe Doors he dozes off the Day, 
© Waſting his Liquor and his Life away: 


* According to his Name, he has out-right 
A pretty Impudence, and bawls moſt bright; 
© He'll help his Fellow- Folks, to help himſelf; 


Performing friendly Offices for Pelft; 


1 
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Sioftlier than Robber he their Purſe donde,” 


And ſhakes at once their Pockets and their Hands. 


> © Egregious Man! who condeſcending bows 


To eaſe thoſe Troubles that the Miſer knows; 

© Yer ſome ſhun Cures; but ſoft he ſoothes their Wealth, 
Robs them of Woe, and cheats em into Health. - 
If Hercules the mountain'd Dung at Will! 


_ © Leflend, he'll raiſe a Mole-heap to an Hill; {and 


© Quick ſcattering Ink upon a Hundred Sheets, 4 
As Dung the Peaſant o'er the Fallow beats; ( Might. 
* From which dung'd Earth good Grain gives Heart und 


_ © To ſtand thoſe Quarrels which his Sheets excite, 
© Great Geo— without Expences can't engage, 
© But He'll get Money by the Wars he'll Wage. 


© Beſides, he can (as Plato could of old) 
* Fight without Anger, in good Humour ſeold; 


For why?- of this great Man it may be ſaid, ä 
He wars for Rayment, and he (colds for Brend. 


How dull and heavy would our Nation be, 
: 1 Pimps and Penifoggers put away! —" 
© Theſe 
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© Theſe forward Enmity, y, and Thoſe help Love, 
© (Two ſtrongeſt Paſſions that the Mind can 0 


Pimps bring together Folks at any rate, 
As Pettifoggers ſcatter an Eſtate. 
This Perſon into Newgate often goes, 


© ]f to kill Pockets, yet to cure their Woes; 1.81 

Hither to you he'll come; I've here been thrice, 

© 'To feel your Pulſe, and offer our Advice. 
The Captain thoughtful ſate; then riſing ane 

He thundered on his Body with a Stick. 


Hence! paltry Wretch! and would ye kill me theh? 


As in old Newgate ye have Hundreds ſlain? _ _ 
Roaring and yelling like a Fiend he fed; 


And left his Hat to carry off his lead. 


WHILE Captain K--lh in n y, 4 
Suſpicion from her darkſome Cave gan ſtray; _ 


_ (Suſpicion, who makes Br— Spouſe a Miſs, 


And talks, that Moun — and Bri Kiss,) 
She now felt ple out; and riſing high, 
The Meſſengers to apprehend him lie. 


Soon is he ta en: Now whither ſhall they IS 
How to diſpoſe of him they do not know. | | 


Near Cy s ſtrengthing-Houſe, there is Place 


Where Beaſts are bitten, that their Friends may gaze; 


Where Men are mangled, other Men to pleaſe, 
Who feel their Sorrows with the Sights decreaſe. 


Nigh here, a Juſ— lives; he once knew Rags, 


Now large his Reputation as his Bags; 


His Method, (like his Priſoners) is in dark, 
He fills his Purſe by profiting his Clark. 
Exalted Perriwigs and Ruffles furl, 
Ariſe, from doing Juſtice to the World. 
Tis well ſaid, Virtue is its own Reward d | 
When laced Shirts, Wine, and 1 7 wilt 
On Sundays many Sellers feel his Hate, 
For theix Stalls ward to decal his wo . 


( afford. 
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His Slaves, th' Informers, are allow d for that, 


Sharing the Penny with the Magiſtrate. 
He peeps upon the Meaſure and the Weight, 
When they're moſt little, then his Gain's moſt great, 


Bleſt he! when Pots too ſhort before him come! 
For he can higher fill his own at Home. 


Once in the Neighbourhood; by his Servant Bob, | 


He made a Quarrel to commit the Mob. 
He made a Tradeſman call him once a Name, 


That he his Pocket and his Tongue might tame; 
But, as Spain pickt a | 510 
And learn d to Honour what they ſcorid before, 
So he by Struggling got in Dirt but lower. 


Quarrel with the Mor, 


The People to this Gentleman would bear 


S mple, for Treaſon; as they thither ſteer, 


A Lawyer told *em they muſt bear that Man 
To Whitehall inſtant; ſo they turn'd again; 
Turning, returning thus about; his Hands 


Quick {lid he from his adamantine Bands. 
Some ſay, his Guarders had a ſilver Bait; 
| Howe're, by Gold or Wit he leapt from Fate. 


Now in a Conſternation ſtand the Folks, 
And turn to Wranglings from their former Jokes. 
'Then one began his fair Advice to give, 


In this fam'd City does great Ca=el live: 
He is a Second-ſighted Highlander, 


He conjur d Cynthia to an amorous War; 
Tho' Dumb, for Luciſer a Word he'll ſpare; 
To Mortals deaf that he may Sathan hear: 


EFor tho? the Devils rob'd the Fews of Sons, 
And trick'd the Heathens with Oraculous Puns, 
_ © They'll give s Platters, Saucepans, Gold and Guns. 
Him go to; (Dioniſius ſent to ſeek _- 5 
From Cictly, the moſt ingenious Greek.) 

* His Shelves no Plates, but Curves and Qua 


. 
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/ 


drants wear; 


And Skulls, for Bowls, Good-houſewitry declare. 


x Alone he lives, tho' in a City gay; 


— 


Wi 


th none converſes, tho? he's throng? d all Day. 
1 E I 15 5 


When 


3 The PTorrERSsS; 
When Kok in Vapours, out o Humour, ſeems, 
Or Maid vou'd ſee her Sweetheart in her Dreams ; „ 
When Spoon has turm d Diſſenter from its Mates, 
Or Dorothy miſcarryed i in her Plates 1 
Him they fee; their Birthday tell ſome Dames, 
And ſome the Two firſt Letters o* their Names: 
Nell eures her Pocket as ſhed cure her elf, 

Gives up her Urine to obtain her Pelf. Dx 

© Youll I fa the DeviPs very kind of lates: 
And treats 05 Proteſtants like a Man o State: 

* Accordingly, his Levee's large, nay more 
©'Than golden s at th* Exchequer-Door. 
* For why? From one you Promiſes obtain, 5 
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From tothet Porringers or a ſolid Pan; 


© Courtiers and Conjurers are in this but one, 
As the Hand's daub d th' Advantages will run: 

© For even Stars ne er ſpeak but to a Price; . . 
Some pawn their Petticoats for the Sky's Advice; 


Look! Truſting wou'd the Moon and Gas undo, 


Silver their Looks are, and their Tongues ſo too. 
L once my myſelf went; and the Sage I found, 

< Sallow, chain'd down in Cogitation's Pound. 

< *Tis my Advice, to go to him agen, 

Who helps to Platters, may recover Men. 

Thus he ; while all the Schemes the Jeſuits know, 
Spoke in his Eye, and counſel'd on his Brow. 
At this Propoſal, they all hum'd and haw'd; Be 
Then thus another ſpread his Lungs abroad; . 

© To go to Ca, Sirs, is but a Whim, 
He'll tell ye Nought but-what your Servants him. 
Near good Sepulchres is an Houſe of Gain, 
© Where Thieves take Thieves, and ſcuMMe as they can; 
© Englands ILL GFNIVUS there is often ſeen, 
And ſnares his Servants whom he ſeems to skreen; 
* His Journeyman (of Sallow-Hue) out-braves 
© Colonels and Captains when amongſt his Slaves. 
© Middleſex, Juſ.—s don't more abound ſms 
With Tributary Vaſſals, plac d around; * 5 

© For, 


* 


© For, Cæſar like, his Profits have aroſe, 3297 
© As much by pardoning as deſtroying Foes, 
Tis fit, a few another World ſhou'd try, 
For ſome can't live, if others do not dye. 
© To covetous Deſires he gives a Check, 
£ Plundering the Plunderers at his awful Beck. 
What King at Pleaſure kills? Yer ſuch his Slaves, 
They dye or proſper, as he laughs or raves. 
* Set o'er his Glaſs, his Eye each Mumper meets, 
And ragged Miſchiefs ſcatter d thro the Streets; 
© Submiffive, to his Will th' Adventurers rove, 
© Bow to his Nod, and live but in his Love. 
© Hail! glorious Helper o thy Country wrong d! 
Hail Golden Pocketed and Silver-Tongu'd! _ 
Ma grew Rich by ſlaughtering honeſt French, 
© Shan't you, by ſnapping up each pilfering Wench ? 
Great Geo— augments our Town, new Walls ariſe, _ 
But you reſine it from the Dregs of Vice. 
The Philoſophick Socrates ne er went 
About, arm'd better againſt each Event:: 
* With Armament his Brains and Pockets ſhine, 
© With Shot his Pockets and his Brain with Wine, 
* Hannibal's Canna Scuffle got him Rings; 
Rings, Spoons, and Porringers, his Bravery brings; 
Let they to Profit very different roſe, 7 
d by the Riſe, but Han by Fall of Foes: 
Thou mighty Foua—r ! the Soul of Praiſe! 
By raiſing Others, you yourſelf can raiſe! _ 
Sweden 's late King to meaner Fame muſt ſwell, 
His Foes fell murther d, but himſelf too fell; 
For he in Wrath his Foes deſtroy'd ; but you, 
* * Slaughtering ſhake Hands, and file as you undo; 
Oh happy Temper; why, no Stoic cer 7 
* Attain'd by Art what you by Nature ſhare! 
But hold; for this long Speech your Pardons fair; 
* My Exclamations my Eſteem declare; 
* I only meant to beg ye'd to him go, 
* He'll catch the fugient S mple well I know, 
Von = Thus 
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Thus they adviſe, and tremble at th* Eſcape, 
Nor dare at Court go tell the ſad Miſhap. | 
But one more' feartul than ſome others there, 

Sweat off his Grief and'purgd away his Care. 

Another, faint, a Glaſs of Brandy begs, 

To ſet him ſtoutlier on his weak'ned Legs. 

But growing fainter, and more fraught with Grief, 
His Friends reſolve to ſend for ſome Relief. 

Ar large, but i in Confinement, dwells a Man, 

Who's ever right, attack him as ye can; 

And wrong twere, when the Door a Golden-Head 
Has, that within their ſhou'd be one of Lead; 

Surely, who purges Others fztid Reins, 

Can ſcower and clarify his own dear Brains. 

With low Uneaſineſs he once had Strife, 

But Drops and Potions ha' reviv'd his Life; 


By ſaving others he himſelf could ſave, 


From Jail himſelf, and others from a Grave; 
His Drops are call'd to glide now quick away, 
And his Hours lither throꝭ the Glaſs as gay. 

When Fleerſtreet Laſs in Love has been aggriev d, 
His Doſe can remedy the Doſe receiv d; 
To the Belle-ſavage go Belle-ſavages, - 
And their own Poiſons loſe by taking his; 
(Like Toad hung up Toe-ty d) to Chamber bound, 
They ſpit away their Poiſons on the Ground; 

For Poiſons faſter from no. /riſþ Land 

Fly, than they fly from his Specific Hand. 
At Athens, Socrates (as Plato tells 
Clear'd up the young Mens Heads, as he their Tails; 
Oh .I ſure Venus bleſſes thee Above, _ 
'Thou Foe of Chaſtity, and Friend of Love! 
No common Recipes, like Slo—, you give, 
(Who murthers Others that himſelf may live;) 
You ſcorn M-—'s Method, what a Number have 
(To raiſe him to a Chariot) flid to Grave! 


— I hope thy Pocket with thy Tincture ſhines; 


Strengrhen thy Purſe by giving Strength to Loyns. 5 


To 


A SATIRE. 
To this fam'd Man, they jointly go for Aid, 
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For Some are languiſhing and All afraid. 


MEAN time, quick S - mple into Safety flies, 


Smiling to think he had eſcap'd ſo nice. 
At Eve, diſguis d, to Coffee-Houſe he goes, 


Whenge Printers and News-Authors Profit flows; 


Tis from Report and Fame they find their Chear, 


Yet ſome grow Fat, altho' they live on Air; 


No Light'ning now can flaſh, nor Thunder roar, 


But they will bellow it as much or more; 


No Monſter ſhows himſelf, tho” ne'er ſo tame, 
But they more hideouſly will paint the ſame ; 


When Sailor's wreck'd, or Rider's rob'd, not they 


| Canbe more griev'd than theſe Hiſtorians gay; 


However bright a Fire at Night may be, 


It ſhines more Luſtrous in their Lines next Day; + 


But for their Pens, Poſterity might doubt, 


When Ro- recover'd o' the Gout. 


Among the Works of theſe Hiſtorians, came 

S —mple, to ſee how he ſhou'd find his Name:: 
Divers Mens Sheets lay ſcattered profuſe, 
And graveſt Authors equally were Looſe; 


Th' Authors perhaps, in Rooms lock'd up profound, 


Their Brains ſhone ſpread upon the Tables round; 


iz Promiſcuouſly. conſorted they appear, 
Tho' Foes abroad, they are united here. 


But himſelf no where could ſharp S—mple view, 


He toſt the Papers and the Authors threw. 
With ſearching for himſelf, at length grown tired, 
To ask ſome Politician he deſire 
By ſate a Sage (his Words the Room command) 


China's Clay ſmiling Concave in his Hand, 
Weeds- Indian, and Barbadoes-Piths ſo true 
He circled with the Bowels o Peru; 

But tho' ſo many Provinces were ſpread | 


Hright on his Fingers, more were in his Head 45 


His 
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His Heart took Provinces, as Snuff took he, 

He plung' d thro Ocean as his Spoon the Tea. | 

This weighty Obſervator ſaid, e er Ten, - 

A certain Proclamation wou'd be ſeen ; | 

Quick S—mple found it true; it was his own, 

As in the Front his Name illuſtrious ſhone. 
To C—rt, in Warwickſhire, from thence he fled, 

Penſive to join the wiſe conſultive Head. 

He ſhows him Clementina's Letter, writ 

With“ Harlequin, a Dog of wondrous Wit; 

By ſate ſome others; a Diſſenter too, 

Heard, as they pondering read the Copy true; 


00d Princeſs does theſe Lines of Love afford 
The + Lady-Politician and her Lord; 
The Letter comes from thence, where Folks can ſhew . 
As many Kingdoms, as Religions you. 
Dear Woman-Warriour! Friend of Care and Pain! 1 
Let thy Heart flutter like thy fugient Fan: 47H 
Why, * Poliſh Ladies Petticoats abhor, 
And fly from Pinners to the Spoils of War; 
© Pre ſeen of Girls and Bonnibells, a Cloud, 
In Spits, in Gridir'ns, and in Pokers, proud; 
5 Here, will a i dwife bark upon the Foe, 
As ſhaggy Cerberus at the Sprights below; 
There, will a Goffip bounce her thro the Throng, 
* Foaming in Lard, like Aſs by Gad-fly ſtung ; 
© Aprons, for Enſigns, hover in the Noiſe, 
And Quoifs, for Creſſets, beat upon the Skies. 
© Tm told too, when we M=—r to Sarland ſent, 
Each Bellibone a- gathering Glory went; 
* The warmeſt Place the Highland-Laſſes choſe, 
And as the Fight | their Reſolution role; 
The V engeance o the Look declar d the Clown, 
* As the flop d Bonnet play d upon the Frown. 
* Unfortunately ſmother'd fince in a Britiſh Houſe of Of-— 
Sept. 2. 1722. 
Lady Att-—y. ** Poland, femous _for Diſcord, 
6 8 
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© Ladies much more ſhould Jav'lins for us hurl ; 

© Leave the dull Chinney to the paly Girl! 

© Go ſee what they are doing at the Court, 

© And their Proceedings to thy Prince report : 

On Boadicea think! or on your late 

© Eliza! and the Shades of Sloath ye ll hate; 

© Remember me! when puſhing for this Land, 

©T'{capd my Kinſman of Yiema's Hand; TY 
© In my Breaſt Glory beat; the Crowns all Night - 

© Play'd throꝰ my Dreams and danc'd upon my Sight: 82 
© Sweet Youths carreſt me in the Poljſþ Towns, 


© Youths deck d in Charms, but what are Charms toCrowns? | 


Do thou, like me, by Glory be poſſeſt! 
© Yet ſcorn by Patches to reveal — Breaſt; 
© Some to vain Oaken-Boughs are much inclin' 3 
© Jav'lins of Oak will homer ſpeak the Mind: 
© Scorn to ſubdue Mens Hearts by idle Charms, 
2 ©” Tis better captivate em by thine Arms. 
II love thoſe Nymphs who'll Hands in Blood embrue;/ | 


© And many hens, like me, admire em too; 
© Mackintoſh there is right; who oft has ſaid, {He 
© If he reſigns his Freedom for a Maid, 5 7 


© The ſpacious Champain for the crampy Bed, 
_ © She ſhall all little Soltnels be above, | 
And, like the Amazons, be box't to Love: 
© He'll try their Courage firſt in Warlike Toils, 
Win Hearts by Blows, and baſte em into Smiles; 
© He'll, like Rinaldo, ſoften *em with Hacks, 
© Not by the Squeeze on Hands, but Blows on Backs: 


© Thus, Spaniſp Dames love more, more Kicks they meet; 


© Beit they {py Love, by peeping to the Street; 

© For after Wedlock better 'cis to fight. VVV 

When Horns excreſcent have enereas 'd their Might 
But you're all ſtout: This Preſent, may it prove. 


© A little Token of my mighty Lore! 4 
Not brighter in its Eyes the Gems are ſet ei 


Than thy Prefections in my vaſt Conceit; "= 
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+ ©*Tisa Bologna Dog; Its pious Dm 
; © Wore Beads on Neck, and Agnes in its Name: 7 
It ſuckt a Nun; a Jeſuit on its Head 
© Impos'd his Hand, who told us it ſhould ſpread 
The Romiſh Creed; twill do ſo, if it proves 
© A little Token of our mighty Loves. 
The Holy Hand ta'en off, a pleaſing Smart 
© Struck thro” the Tendrils of its healthful Heart, 
New wakening Spots took Bloſſom in its Skin, 
© Painting the Glories of a ſilver Scene; _ 
© Its Eye Balls, with a warmer Lightening arm d, 


80 Sylvia, wa king, feels from Damons Touch 
© The Flowers improving, and her Charms as much; 
His Preſence ſtrikes new Beauty thro the Groves, 
© And gilds em with a little Choir of Loves; 
He ſmiles and bluſhes, thence a Sweetneſs grows, 
Smiles in the Pink, and Bluſhes in the Roſe. 4 
© For late Rebellions, and expect ſome more: 
„Advance! proceed! Misfortunes always have 
Chill'd the cow'rd Boſſom, but enrag d the Brave: 
© When I have won my Regal Seat, you ſhall 
„ Shine forth, the Conſort of a Cardinal. 


THIS Letter read, a Flame their Eyes poſſeſt, 
While a rais'd Warmth bloom'd ardent in the Breaſt; 


Or 2 Havock thro” the Bleeding Land. 
Whole Towns muſt fall, cut Limbs muſt float the Flood, 
And Britons glutton on Britannick Blood. 
The trading Warriours in a Circle ſtood, 

Fame-hunting Labourers, a bonny Brood; 

When one, (who was engaged in a Cauſe 

Directly different,) thus ſpoke, after Pauze; 
Fark, Britons ! reſtleſs, enterprizing, rude | 

Whom Wars can't weaken, be ** Eaſe ſubdu d. 


Cut with their Fires, yet with their Beauties han 4. 


Farewell! we thank thee, (tho our Thanks are poor) 1 


They ſwore, for Ja they would the Crown command, 
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What * to vom (what Monarch has the Crowns 


© Make Coats, not Kings; not Magiſtrates, bur Gowngy | 
* Ofer Anvils beſt the Blackſmith's Heats appear 
© Barber weild's Razor better than a Spear. 
© If hard it is, to find a men Rang, 
A true Subject ĩs as ſearce a Thing. 
Oh hap aux anders, In Stores arten d, 
* By a Oe Induſtry unhappy made! 
: What Prince e er loy'd we, tho by our Vote given? 
© We ev'n agree not in the Ways to Heaven. 
yy he Dutch, late Low, in Mightineſs are ſet, 1 
a Rill agreeing, we diflenti1 2 
* 23 Ga (thoꝰ thei 4 ſo hi 80 
Have Fame as near as Dwellings to the ll; 


„ © as 
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« Encreas'd by Concord and by Union rais dd. 


© For War each Switzer by each Monarch's prais d: 
But we, like active Flames that 'Towns ſubdue, | 
Manke by our "Doings but more Work to do. 


Sweet is the pleaſance of a peaceful Bre 
s Oe wake unfearful and unanxious reſt ; * 


*As'Sight's bſtructed by Exceſs of Light: 
Moderate Sence will beas us, yoid. of . Sete, 
_* Softeſt and eaſieſt on the Stage of Life: e 
As the too ſimple are with rs den d, OY 
So the too Witty are diſlik'd and ſhun'd. „ 
©'Th' Ambitious, who have ſtrove the Earth to * 
, Envy at Death the quiet humble Man. 

Richard well wiſh'd, when Fevers chang'd his Mien, 
Ihe peaceful Husbandman he bleſt had been, 
Who Death as he oft views, he never fears, 

Nor frets at or of his laughing Heirs, 

© Serener Joys ſoft wear away his Days, ' 

© His Wiſdom ſtrengthening as his Strength decays; 12 
: - The good Old Age, nor Stone nor Gouts out-braye, 
His filver Locks ſlip ſilent to the Grave. 


* Ki jng Richard the Third. 
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